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DRAGON'S PEARLS 


Be not afraid of growing slowly; be afraid only of standing still. 
-Chinese proverb 


"Come to dinner, second daughter." 


Hong Du Zhang’s father was a man of few words to his family. Of 
course, most men in early Qing China were. Distant Confucian familial 
ideals remained the norm, and after the purge of Christianity by the emperor 
Yong Zheng it seemed like things would not change. Indeed, China 
remained the Middle Kingdom, the center of the universe. China was a 
universe unto itself, the broad fertile plains in the north contrasting with 
the lush forests and craggy mountains in the south. The West was starting 
to turn an eye to China, but to many Chinese, the thought of the emperor, 
the Son of Heaven, being overthrown was unconscionable. 

It was in the south that our story took place, in the city of Yibin. 
Yibin sat on a hill overlooking a promontory at the confluence of two 
rivers, one clear, the other muddy. It was a beautiful place, surrounded by 
twisting creeks, deep pools, and jungles bearing rich fruits like papayas, 
bananas, and phoebe nanmu. One could sit on the hill and look at the 
winter plum orchards on the slopes below, which is exactly what Hong Du 
Zhang was doing when her father called for her to come to dinner. She 
smelled a whiff of the autumnal air, sweet with plum blossoms and tinged 
with the spicy aroma of Sichaun-style cooking, and sighed deeply. An 
athletic girl, she sprung up, shook the dirt off her baggy trousers, and skipped 
nimbly toward the family estate. 

The Hong family was near the head of Yibin society. Zhang’s father 
was a local mandarin, or magistrate, and oversaw many governmental 
activities in the hillside hamlet, ranging from tax collection to the settling 
of petty disputes. He was a stern man, but a fair one, and he enjoyed a 
position of high esteem in the minds of the people of Yibin. He lived near 
the center of town in a house built in a traditional Chinese style, around 
three sides of a quadrangle, the south side of the courtyard being a wall 
about seven feet high, with a moon gate that opened onto an outer courtyard, 
which in turn was guarded by a double gate with a round brass knocker. 
This was not ostentatious for a mandarin to have, but compared to the 
cottages of her neighbors, Hong Du Zhang lived in luxury. 

She was 17, tall for a Han Chinese girl, and active. She had grown 
tan and lean from a childhood spent playing in the surrounding countryside, 
and her silky black hair cascaded down her back in a plait that flowed like 
a river, brushing her hips when she ran. Her face was calm and smooth, 





with high cheekbones and limpid light brown eyes, which were her defining feature. 
She was married, of course, having been betrothed to the son of a local trader since 
before she could walk, but her husband was six years her junior, and for all she cared, 
there could have been an eternity between them. Her father had been exposed to new 
ideas in the army before becoming a mandarin, and he had actually considered sending 
his second daughter to school as she demonstrated a mathematical acumen that he 
knew surpassed his own, however, the customs of the day proved to be a major obstacle. 
Be that as it may, Hong Du Zhang was content to spend her days carefree for now. 

Inside the great house her family dined on rice and vegetables, seasoned hot by 
the servants, and spoke of the events of the day. Her older sister, Hong Du Ling, had 
left the family mere weeks ago to join her husband’s family, and the loss smarted. 
Dinner was awkward, and it reminded Zhang of her impending nuptials. Not wanting 
to dwell on that unfortunate thought, she went to bed soon after dinner, wincing again 
uncomfortably as her mother hobbled about on bound feet. The current ruling dynasty, 
the Qing, were Manchus from the north, and with their ascendancy the process of foot- 
binding had fallen out of favor among Chinese women. Wiggling her toes as she pulled 
her quilt over herself, she was thankful for that fact. 

When Zhang opened her eyes, she was not in her bed. She was not even in her 
body—she was somewhere else, somewhere she had never seen before, vision-without- 
form. She saw before her a billowing cloud of yellow dust, broken now and again by 
the form of an enormous dragon with the scales of a fish, red as blood. The cloud 
approached her and soon passed her, wisps of the dragon’s silvery beard brushing past 
her. She heard mystical noises, at once soothing and terrifying, yet she felt no ill will 
from the mighty beast. The dragon’s beard was like the finest silk, and it was dotted 
with droplets of dew. Looking closer, she saw that the dewdrops were actually precious 
pearls, fine enough to be placed in the mouths of dead emperors and large as her fists. 
Her vision-without-form reached out a hand-without-form, and she was immediately 
comforted by the silky strands brushing over her non-hand, knocking a few of the 
dewdrop pearls free. The cloud kept moving, and she looked down to see two pearls 
sitting on the sandy ground. She tried to call out to the dragon, but she found she had 
no voice, and the cloud moved away, vanishing over the horizon. She looked at the 
pearls for a long time, not knowing what to do. Surely they were the property of the 
heavens, but she couldn't resist. She reached out a non-hand for the pearls and... 

... woke up. Zhang was again in her bed, her brow moist with sweat, her breath 
coming in shallow gasps. She knew the pearls were not meant for her, but her greed 
was too strong. She allowed herself a sly smile that her experience was just a dream 
and clenched her fists to try to get out some of the tension. When she did this, though, 
she felt her left hand clasp around two small, round objects. 

"It couldn’t be!" she thought, naturally adding, “Could it?" to her thoughts. 

It could, and it was. Hand trembling, she brought up her balled fist and slowly 
unclenched it, eyes shining to get a look in the early morning, hazy light. Sure enough, 
sitting on the soft skin of her palm were two pearls, perfect and polished. 

Zhang’s mind began racing a mile a minute. Was she a sleepwalker? Had she 
stolen them? Her mother had jewelry; maybe they belonged to her? Perhaps the servants 


2 


Y 




















were playing a joke on her? All that time, she knew the explanation: they 
were the dragon’s pearls. She would throw them into the river and light 
incense. Yes, that was what must be done. NO! She would keep them, in 
secret—they were such lovely pearls. “They don’t belong to you!" her 
moral half shouted at her girlish greed. 

"But they’re so pretty, and they were but dewdrops to the dragon— 
certainly he won’t miss them!" a voice within her head cooed. 

She knew what she would do, and she smiled again, her fingers 
closing around the pearls and clenching them between her budding breasts. 
She would keep these pearls. 

When the rest of the family started to stir, Hong Du Zhang hid the 
dragon’s pearls in a lacquered box given to her by her grandmother. She 
spent the day as though she was floating on air, nursing the secret of the 
pearls in her heart. She hardly noticed when she tripped over a root while 
out in the countryside and skinned her knee. It seemed as if nothing could 
deflate her mood, nor did she realize that her knee had healed completely 
by the time she returned to the house, without a scab, or a scar, or a hint of 
any injury ever having been there at all. She didn’t notice the slight pits in 
her teeth filling and being covered with enamel again, nor did she notice 
the slight correction to her gait caused by her leg, broken years ago in an 
accident and set, healing fully and perfectly. The only thing Hong Du Zhang 
did notice, as she wandered through her family’s orchard of winter plums, 
was that she was uncommonly hungry. 

She skipped happily through the neatly manicured rows of trees, 
taking pleasure in both the beauty of the foliage and the lovely scent of 
plums wafting through the air, but the inviting scent only served to pique 
her appetite. The plums hung heavily on the boughs, ripe skins glistening 
with the midmorning dew. Zhang thought that a snack couldn’t hurt, 
although she had eaten breakfast earlier. Greedily, she snatched a pair of 
plums off the nearest branch and smiled, their shape and weight reminding 
her of her precious pearls. She closed her eyes for a moment, imagining if 
only her pearls were this large, as she ran her fingers over the smooth skin 
of the fruit. She took hearty bites from the plums, clear juice running down 
her chin and making tiny splatter droplets appear on her light jacket. In no 
time she had reduced both plums to naught but pits and held the pits in her 
hands, again thinking of her pearls. 

Two plums weren’t enough to sate her hunger, though, not nearly 
enough, and she pulled two more from the tree. These, too, she ate with 


great relish, savoring the fruity flesh, but she hungered for more. In fact, if 
anything, her appetite increased with each plum, and it was not until she’d 
eaten nine of them and felt her tiny stomach protesting that she felt she 
could stop eating. Laden with food and feeling a little queasy, she huffed 
and puffed back to the house, mumbling an excuse to the head servant, 
Aunt Cao, about feeling tired and trudging to her room. Once properly 
sequestered in her chambers, Zhang took off her jacket and got a look at 
herself in only her thin blouse. Her once-flat stomach now bulged obscenely, 
packed full of succulent winter plums. She hiked up her shirt hem to 
examine her stomach, noticing that in the light of her large paper lantern 
her belly skin appeared to shine a little. Tapping it inquisitively with her 
index finger, she wasn’t too terribly surprised to find her tummy to be taut 
as a drum. She absently rubbed a hand over her stomach, and much to her 
surprise, she found it to be rather exciting, as though every nerve in her 
skin was at attention. Zhang continued to caress her belly as she settled in 
for an afternoon nap, visions of pearls and plums dancing in her head as 
she allowed herself another grin at how good her life had been since finding 
those pearls. 

Zhang was awoken in the early evening by her stomach. The 
discomfort of fullness had faded, replaced by the dull throb of hunger. 
“Hunger?" thought Zhang. “Impossible.” But there was no mistaking her 
appetite, her tummy having returned to its original proportions. She sat 
herself up in bed and pulled her quilt away, seeing no noticeable effect of 
where those plums had gone to. She rubbed her hand over her belly again, 
hoping for that tingly feeling, but got nothing. Slightly dismayed, she knew 
what would cheer her up. She reached for the lacquered box and again 
examined the pearls, loving how their lustrous surface made them seem to 
glow with an inner light. She rolled them about her palms like ben-wa 
balls then clutched them close to her heart again. 

When she did this, she felt an odd tenderness in her modest breasts 
that she hadn’t felt since puberty had begun some years ago. Zhang was 
always a tomboy in both mind and body, and her barely B-cup endowments 
attested to that fact. She didn’t think much of it, always associating the 
overly feminine with her older sister, who had been shipped off to live 
with that awful husband of hers. Breasts just got in the way of things, and 
she had far too many things to do before settling down for a life as a 
demure and proper Chinese woman. As she held the pearls between her 
newly sensitive breasts, the hunger that had been an ache in the background 








now jabbed at her like a pain. She placed her pearls back in their box and 
went out to join her family for dinner. 

The meal was special that night: her father had received word from 
Peking that his service and incorruptibility had earned him a commendation 
from the emperor Qian Long. Aunt Cao and her staff had prepared one of 
Zhang’s favorites, known as “hot saucy duck.” With mounds of rice and 
vegetables Zhang tore into the duck like a girl possessed. Her father cast 
her a stern glance, and she slowed down and acted more properly, but her 
family all noticed that she had eaten more than the usual, although they 
attributed it to the exotic and celebratory nature of the dinner. Again, Zhang 
stuffed herself silly, not aware of her hunger subsiding a bit until she was 
packed to the gills. 

Just as the last time, almost immediately after eating, Zhang felt as 
though she needed to lie down. She made small talk with her family for a 
while before she fell asleep while playing mah-jongg with her mother. As 
her father, in an act of open tenderness rare for patriarchs of Chinese 
families, carried her to her bed, she thought of her pearls again and then 
drifted off into a dreamless sleep. 

Many empires and kingdoms thought themselves blessed by and 
watched over by the gods, and China was certainly no exception. The 
Chinese had the good fortune of being right, however, as their notions of 
heaven and the metaphysical proved very real. While this ensured the 
prosperity of the Middle Kingdom, perhaps it was not as fortunate for Hong 
Du Zhang. The dragon king Chien-Tang, king of all the river dragons, was 
missing two of his pearls. As a perfect celestial being, the loss of any part 
of him, even the dew on his beard, hurt him deeply. He churned within his 
golden cloud, trying to come up with a way to get the girl to return his 
pearls. An idea came to him, and he knew that although the loss of the 
pearls weighed heavily on him, they would soon weigh even more heavily 
on the greedy girl who had stolen them away from him. 

Zhang awoke near the crack of dawn, again roused from her sleep 
by her hunger. While she was dressing herself, she noticed that as before, 
her stomach was no longer bloated but instead painfully empty. Something 
about her appearance was off, though she couldn’t quite put her finger on 
it, and as she dressed, she thought it must have been her imagination and 
that she shouldn’t worry so much about her body, fussing like an imperial 
concubine. She gulped down her breakfast in a hurry, sneaking some rice 
and sweet red bean paste balls while Aunt Cao wasn’t looking, and went 
out to greet the day as she usually did. She planned on adventuring as 


before, but first, she knew, she must stop by the plum orchard— such a 
pitiful breakfast couldn’t fill her up. She munched on her rice balls as she 
traipsed to the orchard, her step quick in anticipation of a continued 
breakfast. 

Had she been a little bit less focused on food and a little more attentive 
to her surroundings, she would have noticed that she wasn’t alone in the 
orchard. In her rush to get to the plums she barreled over a figure hiding in 
the grass along the path. She winced in great pain as she felt her breast 
contact something hard, and she tumbled down the hill. Faring no better, 
her would-be surpriser pulled himself to his feet. Lying on her back, Zhang 
could see Xue Rong, the son of one of her father’s tenants and a close 
friend of hers, running toward her, a look of great concern painted across 
his kind face. “Are you all right?" Rong asked, oblivious to the small cut 
on his own temple. “You had a nasty fall there, Zhang." 

Zhang pulled herself up to her elbows, nodding, mainly to reassure 
Rong, though her chest was killing her. “Yes, you clod, I'm fine!" she 
chided. “See what happens when you try to play pranks?" She pushed 
herself up into a sitting position, cupping her hands around her small chest 
protectively, trying to subtly massage the pain out until she noticed that 
Rong was staring, and she turned away, adding, “You dirty boy!" for good 
measure. 

Rong instantly apologized, nearly kowtowing to do so. While he 
was Zhang’s friend, he also knew that if he got her angry, he could very 
well be executed for his transgression. Zhang knew it, too, and she tried to 
put her friend at ease. “What would my husband say?” she teased, flashing 
Rong a coy smirk and batting her eyes. 

Easing up, Rong countered his childhood companion, “Your 
husband’s learned to talk, Zhang? He’s growing up so fast!" Of course, to 
a proper Chinese lady, talk like this simply would not do, but Zhang was 
hardly a proper Chinese lady, and the idea of her 11-year-old husband 
objecting to Rong’s glance struck her as ridiculous, so she burst out giggling, 
forgetting the pain in her tender bosom for a moment. 

The two friends spent most of the afternoon together, laughing and 
talking, and, of course, eating plums. Rong was amazed at Zhang’s appetite, 
and as they parted when the sun hung low in the sky with a familiar hug, 
he realized how much he enjoyed the feeling of Zhang’s front pressing 
into him. He blushed and hurried home. 


Rong wasn’t the only one who enjoyed the hug. Hungry again by 
the time she got home, Zhang ate another huge meal, and after a bath spent 




















running her hands over her tender breasts and pleasant, tingly belly she broke out her 
pearls, rolling them around in her hands again, although with a little bit more difficulty 
than before. She stared into them admiringly once more, and the more she examined 
the pearls, the more she could swear that they were bigger than the day before. When 
she put them back in their box, she was sure of it. However, almost all thoughts were 
soon obscured by the haze of drowsiness that overtook her, and she drifted off to sleep 
thinking of her pearls, her breasts, and her good friend, Rong. 

The Hong household was abuzz with activity, although the sun had yet to crest 
the Yibin hills. Zhang’s father, Hong Li Feng, was leaving with many of the servants 
for the long journey to Peking to accept the commendation of the emperor personally 
and to serve the great Qian Long within the imposing halls of the Forbidden City. 
Zhang helped to see her father and his retinue off, and while she was sad to see her dad 
leave for a year or possibly more, she was far more excited by the... ahem, 
developments . . . she had discovered earlier that morning. 

Zhang had been roused from slumber by the sounds of servants hurrying to 
make final preparations for her father’s journey to the northern capital. As she stretched 
to get the stiffness of sleep out of her joints, she realized something was very different. 
Well, two things, really. She hurriedly pulled her quilt aside and sat up, staring down at 
her chest. She couldn’t tell if anything had changed initially, but there was no denying 
it after she pulled her light pajama blouse off: her breasts were bigger. Not huge, only 
a fuller, larger B cup, but certainly more than what she had had when she had gone to 
bed the night before. 

Varied emotions contended for her attention. She should have been mad—breasts 
just got in the away, after all—but she wasn’t. Her sister had larger breasts, and when 
Zhang had met her sister’s husband, she couldn't help but notice the affectionate glances 
he had stolen at his new bride, her chest included. “What will Rong think when he sees 
them?" she thought, somewhat lewdly. “Will he like me with larger boobs?" By the 
way he had been staring at them the day before, she thought he would. Zhang was 
somewhat apprehensive, too. After all, no one just grew overnight, did they? Nonsense, 
what was she thinking? She was a young girl, and young girls grow up. “Maybe I take 
after my sister more than I know," she decided, and she left it at that. 

She had dressed in her lightly padded jacket to say goodbye to her father, so 
there was no way her family could have noticed the growth. After wishing her father a 
safe journey she went to find Aunt Cao to see if she could have some breakfast. 
Genuinely glum that one of her parents had left for a long time, she sniffled a bit when 
asking the old chief of servants what food was around. Aunt Cao took pity on her, 
using the old world remedy of curing nearly every ailment with plates of food, and 
soon Zhang was happily stuffing her face with buckwheat pancakes smothered in honey. 
Zhang ate and ate and ate, discreetly opening one of the frog buttons on her jacket to 
give her full belly room to breathe. Oddly enough, although she ate more than she had 
on any of her previous binges, this time, she didn’t feel as tired as before. If anything, 
she was burning with an excited curiosity about what was happening to her body, and 
she went back to her room to examine herself further. 


After locking herself in her room again she stripped to the waist, eyes nearly 
bulging when she saw how much her stomach had stretched from the pancakes. Her 
few days of gorging herself had expanded her stomach capacity greatly, and with her 
swollen stomach and larger bosom she playfully thought of herself as moderately 
pregnant. “This is what areal woman looks like," she thought to herself, and she made 
up her mind that she liked her new figure very much and wondered how long she 
would be able to hide it. Not wanting to spoil the happy turn her morning had taken 
since her father left for Peking, she pulled out her pearls, clutching one in each hand. 
They fit her hands perfectly, each the size of a walnut, inexplicably larger than when 
she had found them mere days ago. She held each of them in her delicate palms and 
rolled them over the taut skin of her stomach. The feeling was indescribable, sending 
toe-curling tingles throughout her tummy. She then let her hands wander upward, gently 
massaging her recently expanded breasts with the soft, erotic touch of her dragon’s 
pearls. She could swear she felt some sort of energy flowing through them, the way 
they were almost buzzing against her skin. She sighed deeply, plopping the pearls 
back in their lacquered box as she lay back in bed and slipped a hand between her 
thighs... 

. .. only to be interrupted by Aunt Cao pounding on her door a moment later. 
Startled and frustrated, Zhang struggled to be back into her jacket and make it over to 
the door before Aunt Cao suspected anything. Hastily doing up the buttons, she tried 
to sound casual and cheerful, but her “What?" in response to the knock gave away her 
irritation at having been disturbed. 

Aunt Cao was appropriately demure, her voice coming in submissive tones from 
the other side of the door. “The son of Mr. Xue is here for you, Zhang. He wants to take 
you on a river trip for the day... ." 

Zhang brightened up instantly, flinging the door open in a minute and beaming 
widely. “Why didn’t you say so, Aunt Cao? Tell him I’ll be there in a moment, and 
pack us a lunch, please!" As Aunt Cao shuffled off to do as Zhang had instructed, the 
young girl tried to make herself look as presentable as possible. She did a good job of 
it, too. Her hair was neatly groomed, falling over her shoulders in two long braids, 
shining like a blackbird’s wing. Her skin was clear and tan, a shade of gold that was 
particularly lovely. Still tomboyish in nature and afraid of revealing the changes 
happening to her so quickly, Zhang wore loose trousers and her light jacket, bulky 
enough to give her torso no discernable shape. 

She practically bounded out of the house, nearly tackling Rong with a hug that 
was more intense than their standard greeting but not necessarily post-platonic. She 
noted, with a little touch of smugness, the shocked-but-pleased expression on Rong’s 
face, knowing that she was the cause of it. She took her rattan basket from Aunt Cao, 
happily seeing that Rong was carrying a picnic basket for two as well, and left the 
estate, wandering with her friend down the path to the river. 

The journey down to the boat dock was a quiet one. Zhang walked with a new 
confidence that Rong could not mistake as being anything other than sexy. As is often 
the case with young men, he felt feelings stirring for his longtime friend. He knew that 
this was dangerous ground, even to think about—if he made a wrong move and upset 
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Zhang, it could very well mean his head. He was the son of a peasant, 
while she was the daughter of a mandarin; some things were simply not 
meant to be. 

While Rong fussed and worried during their quiet walk to the Min 
River, Zhang was thrilled, occasionally even skipping, just to feel the new 
heft of her breasts under her jacket. She didn’t feel weighted down or woozy 
from all the food she’d had despite never having been that big of an eater, 
and she was bursting with energy, her pace getting the two to the boat dock 
in no time flat. Her high spirits were infectious, and soon, Rong was able 
to stop worrying and smile along with Zhang, not even concerned when he 
placed his hand on her girlish hips to help her into the boat. 

As he helped her into the boat, Zhang finally did feel some of the 
anxiety that Rong had felt for the new direction their friendship was taking. 
“What if he feels my big belly?” thought Zhang, blanching, but she soon 
realized that her concerns were premature. Feeling his fingers wrap around 
the sides of her waist, she noticed that her belly wasn’t at all that big 
anymore, having returned yet again like an elastic band to her normal, 
slender dimensions. She noticed, however, that her jacket still felt very 
tight, and the thought of the cause delighted her. “It’s my breasts, they’ ve 
grown again!" As Rong was launching the boat, his back turned to her, she 
lewdly groped herself, unable to tell exactly how much larger her bosom 
had grown, but there was no hiding the facts: Hong Du Zhang had breasts, 
and she loved them. 

Of course, Zhang wasn’t the only one in love with her new figure. 
Unaided by a mirror, she couldn’t tell how much she’d grown, but Rong 
certainly could. The poor boy thought she was putting him on, having 
dumped some winter melons into her jacket to fool him. After all, her 
stomach was still slim—he had confirmed that when he had helped her 
into the boat. What exactly was going on under that jacket was a mystery 
to him still, and he was determined to find out. But these things could wait, 
at least for now, as he had his best friend in the world in a boat with him 
and an obligation to show her a nice river trip! 

With a hearty shove of his paddle Rong launched the boat, and soon, 
they were underway on the sparkling Min River, the water cool and 
spectacularly clear, with Rong pointing out some of the various flora and 
fauna to Zhang, who was content to sit in the rear of the boat and munch on 
balls of sticky rice from both of the picnic baskets that had been packed. 
Rong turned out to be an able guide, having learned volumes about nature 
from his parents, who, as peasant farmers, had to know the land intimately 
in order to survive. Zhang “oohed" and “aahed" appropriately as Rong 
spotted carp in the waters below them, Tung trees and bamboo lining the 
banks, and monkeys skittering through the branches above, but she was 
concerned by the growing tingling feeling in her chest, almost as intense 
as when she held the pearls in her hands. 


You see, gentle reader, one does not wrong the great king of the 
river dragons, Chien-Tang, and then expect to happily pass through his 
domain without consequence. Indeed, from the moment that the duo had 
set out upon the river the dragon king’s magics had begun to work on the 
girl. Her appetite, already strong, had skyrocketed, and she had soon 
devoured both lunches in her basket, the buzzing feeling in her stomach 
and breasts growing stronger now as she discreetly adjusted her top once 
more, trying to make room for what were now small D cups, and growing. 
“Look, a red panda!" Rong exclaimed, pointing to the rare animal in the 
bamboo on the left bank, immensely pleased with his skills as a naturalist. 

"That's nice, Rong" said Zhang somewhat distractedly as she could 
swear that the animal was following them, having noticed it several hundred 
yards back. In addition, the panda seemed to be staring at her, and Zhang 
was soon convinced that it was no ordinary panda at all, but she kept her 
concerns to herself, nervously munching down the contents of Rong’s 
basket as well, already feeling her full tummy start to deflate and knowing 
only too well what the future would bring. 

No sooner had she devoured the last of Rong’s lunch basket than 
she heard, “I’m getting hungry, Zhang. Let’s stop for lunch!" from the 
front of the boat. Zhang swallowed heavily, staring down directly at her 
front, watching as she crossed from a fullish D to a DD, her stomach still 
having another basket to go through. She blushed at the knowledge that no 
jacket was going to hide her much-expanded endowments, least of all the 
flimsy one she was wearing. 

"I, uh, ate our lunches, Rong. I’m so sorry!" squeaked Zhang, finally 
unbuttoning her collar to allow her to breathe normally as Rong turned 
around to chastise her. His eyes were fiery, not at all in the mood for jokes 
after all that paddling, but upon seeing his friend they instantly lost all 
traces of anger and were as big as saucers, shocked by both the empty 
picnic baskets and, more importantly, by both the big bulges in Zhang’s 
jacket. They really were the size of winter melons, but he didn’t remember 
melons to be capped off with jutting nipples, a feature Zhang couldn’t 
make out herself. She caught his leer, and while she could certainly 
understand his curiosity, her palms flew to her chest in attempt to preserve 
her modesty. She’d done quite a bit of growing since she last had to pull 
that move, though, and now found her hands to be as woefully inadequate 
as her jacket as far as modesty went, her tiny palms lewdly squishing her 
breasts inside her shirt as Rong spun around, his brain asserting enough 
control to do that while his eyes were awash with “winter melons" even 
when facing forward. For a few moments, there was silence, then after a 
slight groan and the sound of a button popping Rong heard from the rear 
of the small boat, “I think we need to get off the river, Rong. Something’s 
wrong." 

Rong dutifully pulled into the bank next to a stand of banana trees 
and ran the boat aground, hopping into ankle-deep water to help Zhang 























out. She stood shakily, not used to being in a boat or her new center of gravity, her now 
F cups jiggling wildly in her tight jacket as she got out of the light craft. As she stepped 
into the water, she gasped, her breasts leaping forth and popping the third button in a 
rush of growth; they were up to GGs by the time she made it to the shore, each mammary 
nearly the size of her head and creating a rich six inches of cleavage under her busted 
jacket. “It’s the pearls," she thought, “it has to be—girls don’t grow like this!" Rong, 
meanwhile, was at a loss for words, having just witnessed his childhood playmate’s 
bosom surge forward to become the largest breasts he’d even seen. The peasant boy 
blushed almost as deeply as Zhang did, but not even his big hands were anywhere near 
large enough to cover her up now. “We need to get home now, Rong. I stole some 
pearls from a dragon, and I have to give them back!" she exclaimed, somewhat 
incoherently, hyperventilating with worry, her chest heaving heavily as she did so. 

It is a tribute to Rong’s strong instinct of self-preservation that he kept his head. 
“What do you mean you stole pearls from a dragon, Zhang?" he said, unable to address 
this question to her eyes, distracted by her pendulous boobs. 

"I was dreaming about a golden cloud, and I saw a red dragon, and I took some 
dew from his beard, and I woke up with pearls, and he didn’t notice, but now he 
knows, and he wants them back, and my breasts won’t stop growing!" Zhang practically 
shouted, all at once, her breasts piling up from the gap in her jacket as she went on, her 
growth slowed but steady, her breasts soon testing the limits of the fourth button as 
well. 

"A red dragon? That’s Chien-Tang!" Rong realized, quite knowledgeable in the 
peasant folklore of dragons and such and in no way pleased to have aroused the scorn 
of the river king. “We’ ve got to get you ho-," Rong said, cut off by a prodigious growl 
from Zhang’s stomach. “Hungry again?" he asked to Zhang’s nodded assent and 
secondary boobquakes. “It must be part of the curse. You can eat these," Rong said, 
pulling down a bushel of bananas and loading the boat up with a few more. Zhang tore 
into them like a girl possessed, eating them skins and all, while up in the trees, the red 
panda, who had been watching them all this time, nodded and vanished into the tree 
line. 

Rong refueled on the fruits as well, knowing the return journey would be harder 
than the way down, with both the current to fight against and the added weight of 
bushels of bananas, not to mention his heavier beauty, Zhang, who was busily 
swallowing mouthful after mouthful of fruit. “Come on, Zhang, we have to leave," 
Rong said, trying to remain focused on the task at hand instead of the massively endowed 
goddess before him. The quest was in his hands now as Zhang had finally been consumed 
by the dragon king’s curse and thought only of food and pleasure, and indeed, the look 
she shot Rong after hearing his order was one of hunger, but of another kind. 

"Surely, we can stay a little longer, Rong?" said Zhang, rising unsteadily to her 
feet, her breasts more than a foot out before her, barely contained by her failing blouse. 
Her nipples stuck out proudly within her jacket, fat indentations suggesting that they’d 
kept pace with her boobs as far as size was concerned. Her voice dripped a new authority 
that Rong felt to be exhilarating, if unexpected. “We can go for a swim, can’t we? P m 
feeling warm," she purred, and she was, sweat having started to bead on her as she 
gulped down another banana, her tits now overflowing the shirt almost completely. 

He was tempted to agree, knowing he’d soon see Zhang grow to ridiculous size 
if he allowed her in the water, but Rong held his ground. “No!" he said. “We must get 
you home!" With that he charged his growing goddess, scooping her up over his 





shoulder, feeling her breasts bounce free with a spurt of growth and smack 
him on his back. He staggered but remained upright, placing the magistrate’s 
daughter into the boat firmly and launching the craft, all the while thinking 
about Zhang’s dual zeppelins. 

Now sitting in the back of the craft to negotiate the upriver trip, Rong 
was glad Zhang’s back was turned to him so he could focus on not capsizing 
his heavy load. By now, Zhang had become truly enormous, her breasts 
each nearly as large as a basketball (pardon the anachronism) yet untouched 
by years of gravity, riding perkily on her chest, wobbling and jiggling in 
time with the current. Rong was smart to have brought along the bananas 
as Zhang’s hunger was overwhelming by then, her breasts slowly spreading 
out into her lap as they fought for space. She’d shed the jacket, and although 
this gave Rong a view of her smooth-skinned back, he could also see, to 
his dread and delight, the twin masses of Zhang’s bosoms, even from the 
rear, as a reminder of what would happen if he didn’t act quickly. 

As they approached the landing from which they had set out mere 
hours before, Rong was glad to see it devoid of people. Not taking any 
chances, he grabbed some vines from the riverbank and fashioned a crude 
top for Zhang, using the cloths lining the picnic baskets as massive cups. 
What a sight she must have been, this otherwise slim Chinese girl with 
spectacularly large bosoms wearing a ridiculous bikini, one cup embroidered 
fabric, the other simple homespun. The top was loose on her at first, but 
after an accidental splash of water on the way up the bank it fit Zhang 
perfectly. Madly, Rong raced back toward the Hong mandarin’s estate, 
Zhang on his back, a breast to either side of his head, giving him very 
narrow tunnel vision as the growing girl threatened to engulf all his sight 
in her cleavage. Zhang couldn’t be bothered—every bounding step Rong 
took sent a new wave of delicious sensations through her, and she kissed 
his hair, her hands running over his wiry chest with a dreamy look in her 
eyes, only barely registering Rong’s frantic shouts as they reached her 
house. 

“Aunt Cao! Aunt Cao! Aunt Ca-mmmph!" shouted Rong as Zhang’s 
monumental melons finally blocked his vision, his hearing, and his air 
supply, his voice silenced as he was smothered by a mouthful of tit just 
inside the outer gate of the Hong compound. The peasant boy staggered 
valiantly for a few steps before his knees buckled, sending him sprawling 
on the ground with his bosomy charge on top of him. 

Aunt Cao, meanwhile, was having her own problems. She had, only 
moments before, entered Zhang’s room to clean up after the untidy girl but 
was shocked to find Zhang’s bedside table crushed by two enormous pearls, 
each larger than a beach ball and swelling slowly before her eyes. The 
lacquered box in which the pearls had previously nestled snugly was reduced 
to splinters, and if something wasn’t done soon, it seemed the Hong estate 
would soon share that fate. Displaying a strength and a presence of mind 
uncanny for her 66 years, Aunt Cao was able to roll the pearls out into the 
main hall, one after the other. As she got the first one out of the bedchamber 
door, she shouted for assistance, and it took the help of the stable boy, 
Tiger Lin, to force the second growing pearl through the doorframe, the 
wood squeaking its protest as the white shimmering orb just barely passed. 


Aided now by the stable boy, two cooks, and several of the mandarin’s 
eunuch retainers, Aunt Cao commanded the effort to get these demonic 
pearls out of the house before they destroyed the entire compound. The 
great double doors ofthe main hall were flung open, and, breathing a slight 
sigh of relief, the teams rolled the pearls smoothly through, out into the 
courtyard. 

Of course, their relief was short lived as the moment the party reached 
the yard, they saw the young mistress of the house, Hong Du Zhang. Not 
at first, of course. At first, they saw her breasts. Each coppery bosom was 
every inch as large as each of the pearls, over five feet in diameter by now 
and growing, slowly, visibly. Long since having abandoned any notions of 
decency, she lay atop her still-swelling rack, enormous now, her eyes almost 
lost in ecstasy as she playfully, almost dreamily, fingered herself, her free 
hand running over as much of an expanse of breast flesh as possible, her 
coconut-sized nipples rock hard, smooshing into the pale yellow dust of 
the courtyard. Next to her, on his hands and knees, gasping for air, was 
Xue Rong, panting to regain his breath in the steadily encroaching shadow 
of his childhood playmate. 

It was, again, a testament to simple peasant wisdom that Aunt Cao 
saved the day. While all eyes focused on Zhang, the pearls gently rolled to 
a stop, their inertia lost. Time seemed to stand still, the only measurement 
of seconds being the glorious inches adding to both the pearls and Zhang’s 
breasts. For a moment no one moved, and then, spurred into action by the 
immediacy of their fate, Aunt Cao shouted at Rong, “What in the Nine 
Hells happened, you fool?!" 

Wheezing and sputtering, Rong was in no condition to give a lengthy 
reply about how he had determined that Zhang had stolen pearls from 
Chien-Tang or that it was her selfishness that was making her grow and 
that the dragon king would continue his torment until he got his property 
back. Pulling up to his knees, it was all Rong could do to choke out, “Chien- 
Tang... pearls... river... NOW!" and then collapse to the ground again. 

Aunt Cao needed no more instruction than that. Also well versed in 
peasant folklore, she soon pieced together the details of what had happened, 
and the implications terrified her. Chien-Tang was a haughty king and one 
who did not like to be kept waiting. As evidence of this, the swelling had 
seemed to intensify, both pearls and girl crossing six feet apiece. Realizing 
the dire need to get moving, she started pushing frantically at the pearls, 
an arm on each. Joined by her party, the pearls were simply not budging; 
they had lost the inertia needed to keep them rolling, and now, fatally, they 
had swollen too large to get going again. One of the eunuchs broke down 
into tears, seemingly resigned to being crushed either by the pearls or 
Zhang’s breasts. 

Luckily, Tiger Lin was not as dismal in his outlook. He had earned his 
nickname through his tiger-like quickness developed by his training in 
Kung Fu. Summoning his chi, Tiger Lin gave a mighty shout and slammed 
into the pearls with both hands, sending them creaking off into a roll again. 
Inspired by his feat, the group rallied and, three to a pearl, made sure to 
keep them spinning. They had, unfortunately, forgotten to open the moon 
gate, though, and as the now seven-foot-diameter pearls rolled toward it, 





the fear that the gate might trap the pearls intensified. It was unfounded, however, 
when as easily as tearing through paper, the iron moon gate was torn asunder by the 
silky-textured twin pearls, which began bounding down the rocky path to the river, 
knocking over small trees and flattening shrubs as they did so. 

As the rolling party left the compound, Rong staggered to his feet, looking up into 
the smiling face of Zhang. Quick as a whip and possessed of seemingly otherworldly 
strength, her thin yellow arm shot out and seized his jacket by the shoulder, lifting him 
upward into her cleavage. Her eyes seemed to glow slightly, the expression on her face 
one of erotic bliss as he felt his lower body slip into her canyonesque cleavage. 
Overpowered by the undeniable sensuality of his friend, Rong was immediately pulled 
into a deep kiss with Zhang and soon relaxed into it, slowly swelling higher into the air 
as Zhang’s breasts continued to take up more and more of the courtyard. This was a 
race against time, with the young girl’s breasts growing toward the walls and buildings 
at an alarming rate. All Rong and Zhang could think about now, though, was each 
other and how good their togetherness felt. “You’re so beautiful," Rong said between 
hungry kisses from the tit goddess before him. 

“More!" Zhang thundered, and honestly, Rong didn’t know if she was demanding 
more kisses or more breast, yet secretly, he hoped for both. Both is what he got, too, as 
Zhang pulled him back into another lip lock, her right boob crushing an oxcart to 
kindling as it swelled further. His feet tickled the inside curvature of her ridiculously 
sensitive mega-melons, her rolling orgasms causing jiggles galore. The thought that 
this could be the end was playing in the back of Rong’s mind, but oh, what a way to go. 

Looking over her shoulder, Aunt Cao could see Zhang and Rong as the second 
daughter’s breasts began to overflow the walls of the Hong compound. It was a blessing 
for all involved that no fishermen were landing at the docks that day as massive pearls 
jumped and clattered toward the river, knocking against one another with loud cracking 
noises. Finally, after their earth-shattering bounces toward the shore, they smashed 
through the dock quite easily and plunged into the deep, swift waters of the river, the 
channel only barely deep enough to cover the over 15-foot diameter of the pearls 
completely. It was done, though, and almost instantly, the pearls seemed to melt under 
the clear surface of the water, their iridescent bulk flowing downstream, vanishing 
with the current. Somewhere in the trees, a red panda smiled, and at last the curse was 
lifted. 

Within his cloud the river dragon king Chien-Tang sighed, contented, his great 
scaly head bobbing as two tiny pearls returned to his silken beard, his essence complete 
once more. The girl had been cursed, and perhaps he had even been a little strict in his 
judgment, but his purposes were served. He set about making things right, leaving 
enough of a reminder so that he would never be crossed again. 

Hong Du Zhang suddenly regained her senses, pulling away from a kiss that Rong 
yearned to continue. “What . . .," was all she could manage before a tingling in her 
nipple made her realize that her breasts were pressed up against the house. She gaped, 
amazed, but not exactly horrified, as the tingling intensified. At the ends of her boobs, 
several meters away, trickles of rich white milk began to flow. The trickles soon became 
streams, then rivers, and soon milk was flooding out from her breasts, running down 
through the courtyard and mixing with the yellow dust, pouring past the shattered 
moon gate in a growing torrent. Aunt Cao, Tiger Lin, and the rest did what they could 
to scamper up trees to avoid the flood as it cascaded toward the river. It soon became 
too much for Zhang again, and she passed, thankfully, into unconsciousness. 
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She awoke in her bed, dressed again. How long had it been? Seconds, 
hours, years? She blinked herself awake, the concerned faces of Rong and 
Aunt Cao over her, relieved to see her stirring. As she pulled herself up 
into a sitting position, she realized she was still quite busty. Indeed, her 
breasts practically filled her arms, each one as large as her head, sloping 
slightly, yet very perky. She decided that she liked them, and smiling 
sheepishly, she asked, “Could we please not tell father about this?" Although 
Zhang had gotten nearly everything she wanted, her breasts and her 
boyfriend, Rong, this final request would have to be denied. After all, her 
father, ever the inquisitive mandarin, would surely like to know why the 


river was now yellow. 


